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That night I told Margaret I was wretched in our marriage and
had been for years. We are so far out of touch that she didn't even
hear me. She yawned and went to bed. I wrote that letter to my
brother not at all sure I would send it, but determined to compel
Margaret to read it and fix her attention upon my unhappiness with
my work, with her, and with our marriage.
My three youngsters all dislike me, with Deborah leading the
list. You can hardly blame her. I've developed into a father almost
as bad as mine, impatient, sarcastic, critical. Deborah is asthmatic
like me, and I know my attempts at disciplining her sometimes start
her wheezing, but surely a sulky kid of nine requires discipline.
When I ask the twins if they love me, they shuffle their feet and
look uncomfortable, or else they run off. On their last birthday
Margaret suggested I give them a present. I spent an afternoon se-
lecting a fine Erector set. It was a waste of time and money. Mar-
garet's gift to the twins was a surprise and a roaring success—a six-
month-old puppy. My gift impressed nobody.
Margaret is well able to be both a mother and father to our
youngsters. She is completely self-sufficient. If she won't accept
financial assistance from her parents, she can go to work and sell
real estate as soon as she gets her license. I think I should quit my
job, clear out, and go somewhere else. If I'm to be a misfit all my
life, there's no reason I should hang around and make my family
unhappy, too.
There is a saying that people are often impelled to marry their
problems. Both Margaret and Ron Anderson felt inadequate and
inferior. Both wanted friends, but repelled friendship by snobbish-
ness and coldness. Both were too much in need of self-understand-
ing to understand and help each other. Through counseling, the
two not only salvaged their marriage, they became the woman and
the man each instinctively desired to be. In their case, the route to
self-understanding was long and rugged.
It was plain the cause of their unhappiness lay in the past.

